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the palace of Achilleion, which the Empress Elizabeth
had had built in the Greek style in Corfu.
My father helped to carry her into the hotel,
after Luccheni had given her her death blow.
We met in Geneva Baronne de Rothschild, whose
receptions, in her beautiful villa by the lake, were
attended by many members of the circle to which
my father's friends belonged. One day, my father,
with numerous others, was invited to a big luncheon
party, and, hearing that I was with him, she told
him to bring me also.
During lunch, peas were served, and although my
taste has since altered, as a child I had a great
dislike to them. But I had been brought up to take
what I was offered, so I allowed a portion to be
placed on my plate. But that did not mean that I
proposed eating them. It so happened that about
that time, the company became so engrossed in the
subject of their conversation that I was forgotten,
and while the argument was at its height I quickly
seized a spoon and scooped up the peas, thrusting
them into my pocket. No one detected the manoeuvre.
Rather unfortunately for me though, I was wearing
a delicate, dove-grey silk dress, upon which the
least mark was conspicuous. As we left the dining-
room to go into the garden where coffee was served,
I noticed that several of the guests began to study
me curiously, and I wondered what was the cause of
their interest. Enlightenment came to me through
the agency of my father, who suddenly cried out
to me:
" Stella, what on earth have you done to yotor
dress ? "
On examination, I found that the grease of the peas